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MAD TOM. 
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I am Mad Tom bchold me! 

My wits are quite unframed; 

I'm mad I'm ſure, and paſt all cure, 
And no hopes of being reclaimed. 


111 climb the froſty mountains, 
And there I'll kent the weather; 
I'Il-pluck the rainbow from the ſky, 


1411 mount the primum mobile, 
And there I'll fright the gypſies: 

And 1'l! play at bowls with ſun and moon, 
And win them with eclipſes, 


And ſeiv'd ny maſter faithſu, 
In making tools, for Jove and his fools, 
„ 

The ſtars pluck from their orb too, 


Aud put them in my budget; 
And if Pm not a roaring boy, 


